T U, X T S   AND    PRETEXTS

illustrate my point, are three poetical renderings of
music by Strode, Herrick and Milton respectively.

O lull me, lull me, charming air !

My senses rock with wonder sweet;
Like snow on wool thy fallings are ;
Soft like a spirit's are thy feet*
Grief who needs fear
That hath an ear ?
Down let him lie
And slumbering die,
And change his soul for harmony.

WILLIAM  STRODE.

So smooth, so sweet, so silvery is thy voice,

As, could they hear, the damned would make no

noise,

But listen to thee (walking in thy chamber)
Melting melodious words, to lutes of amber.

ROBERT  HERRICK.

Can any mortal mixture of earth's mould
Breathe such divine enchanting ravishment ?
Sure something holy lodges in that breast,
And with these raptures moves the vocal air
To testify his hidden residence.
How sweetly did they float upon the wings
Of silence, through the empty-vaulted night,
At every fall smoothing the raven down
Of darkness till it smiled ! I have oft heard
My mother Circe with the Sirens three,
Amidst the flowery-kirtled Naiades,
Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs,
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